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TO 

T.  B.  S.  H. 
KNOWN,  AND  BE¬ 
LOVED  BY  ALL 
WHO  KNOW  HIM, 
AS 
THE 

COLONEL. 


CONRADIN. 


HI S  is  tb q  ballad  of  Cor>radir> 

Who  bad  do  guilQ  8E  kr >qu)  do  sid  j 
A  lad  but  sixtQQD  summors  old, 

A  boautiful  lad  u>itb  locks  of  gold, 

A  siloor  borD  at  bis  saddle  bou), 

A  circlQt  of  gold  od  bis  royal  brotu, 

ADd  a  grQQD  plumQ  baDgiDg  doum  bolou). 

*Say,  u)bo  tuill  au)ay  to  tbQ  South  with  id q, 

‘WbQVQ  tbQ  yollou)  citron  friDgQS  tbQ  SQa; 

‘  And  aDciQDt  EtDa  silQDtly  bloius 
1  WbitQ  smokQ  u)roatbs  through  bor  cap  of  sdoids, 

1  With  tu)ic  q  t<2D~buDdrQd  mouDtQd  idqd 
1  Hill  I  u)iD  my  graDdsirQ’s  croum  agQD, 

<  Wboll  to  tbo  South,  bo  brat)Q,  bQ  xoi  sq, 

1  And  sqq  tbQ  SiciliaD  Paradiso?* 

CoDradiD  rodQ  ot)Qr  tbQ  fro  zqd  sdou), 

Hq  lookod  od  Lombardy  lyiDg  bolotu, 

ADd  tborQ  u)as  joy  iD  bis  boyish  QyQS 

As  bQ  stakQd  bis  life*  aDd  bis  all  for  tbQ  prisQ, 

To  rQwim  tbQ  SiciliaD  ParadisQ. 

TbQy  saDg  him  soDgs  of  tbQ  bQacoDiDg  South 
ADd  tbQ  lQgQDds  that  laugh  ffom  mouth  to  mouth ; 
Of  tbQ  Courts  of  KiDgs  that  odcq  bad  bQQD, 

Of  purplQ  pagQaDts  ByzaDtiDQ, 
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Dim  Carthaginian  memories, 

And  Dionysius,  cunning  and  uusq, 

Of  the  pantbor  craft  of  Agatbocles, 

Of  old  Timoloon’s  honoured  DaiDQ, 

Of  the  sods  of  Tancrod,  bou)  Qaeb  camQ 
Flashing  Southward  with  su>ords  of  flame 
To  quQDcb  them  iD  tbe  Sicilian  SQas, 

Mbat  is  tbQ  Church's  droDQ  to  tbesQ? 

Mbat  are  bor  cursQS  and  chants  to  us? 

Ours  ar<2  tbQ  songs  of  Tboocritus, 

TbQ  stars  and  tbQ  dQQp  bluQ  summer  skiQS, 

TbQ  light  and  tbQ  bopQ  and  tbe  QntQrprisQ, 

Ours  tbQ  Sicilian  ParadisQ ! 

Conradin  tossod  bis  cap  on  high, 

6  Come  all  yQ  gallants  from  far  and  nigh, 

*  Mq’tq  for  tbQ  South  to  do  or  die ! 9 

And  as  bQ  laughing  rodQ  along 
H  q  beard  a  u>ail  of  Southern  song; 

CadQncQS  that  quauQr  and  quail 
To  somQ  plaintiuQ  long-lost  Dorian  scalo; 

And  tberQ  danced  bQforQ  him  a  brigbt~QyQd  boy, 
With  tbQ  gust  of  sunburnt  life  in  bis  joy, 
TouslQ-bQaded  and  lissom  of  limb, 

Mild  u)ayu>ard,  mho  mocked  at  him. 

BarQfoot  bQ  dancod  in  brQQks  and  shirt, 
Tumbling  trianglQS  in  tbQ  dirt, 
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With  looks  that  said,  a  smilo  from  mo 
Is  morQ  than  tuortb  a  dynasty. 

Dou>n  from  your  borsQ,  lot  tbo  big  u>orld  bo, 

And  loap  ar>d laugh  ar>d  batb<2  u)itb  idq; 

Doum  from  your  borsQ,  l<2t  tbo  big  luorld  go, 

I'll  toll  you  all  you  nood.  to  knoiu; 

My  song's  as  old  as  it  is  nou), 

If  you  bauon't  a  sixponco,  a  ba'ponny  u>ill  do, 

If  you  bauon't  a  ba'ponny—God  bloss  you! 

If  you  can't  bo  blossod,  lot  tbQ  big  u>orld  bQ, 

Dou >n  from  your  borsQ  and  danco  tuitb  mo  ! 

Cor>radir>  laugbod  and  QcboQd  bis  joy, 

And  tossQd  an  applQ  to  tb<2  boy; 

Tbon  board  as  bo  lookod  back  u>istfully ; 

1  Stay,  stay !  Ob  tuon't  you  stay  u)itb  mo ! ' 

‘  I'll  stay  u)itb  you  tubon  tbo  u)orld  grou)S  old, 

*  Wb qd  tbo  song  shall  coaso  and  tbo  boart  turn  cold.' 

Still  on  bo  rodo  to  tbo  South  and  it  SQQmod 

As  if  nothing  could  dio,  and  bo  laugbod  and  droamod; 

And  troasurod  fragmonts  that  lay  by  tbo  u>ay, 

Somo  cbariotQQr,  somo  marblo  Musq, 

Tbo  gift  of  a  Hioro  of  Syracuso: 

And  music  tboro  urns,  and  danco,  as  u>bon 
In  somQ  Soutborn  city  of  stuarming  men, 

Tbo  rhythmic  Pastoralo  bums 
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Dou>n  street  as  the  ancient  Earth  spirit  comes, 
With  children's  ooic  qs  ar>d  pipQS  ar>d  drums ; 

F  or  the  great  life  mooes  on  drotosily, 

Things  change  in  namQ,  but  do  not  die; 

And  cocr  ho  fixed  his  boyish  eyes 
On  the  far  Sicilian  Paradise. 

What  of  a  dancing  plume  of  grQQn? 

Is  the  joy  of  the  sunlight  alumys  seen, 

Or  do  night  and  darknQSS  mooc  bQtu)QQn? 

A  horseman,  splendid,  rugged,  old, 

Rode  out  of  a  sunset  of  rod  and  gold, 

And  reining  in  u>ith  lifted  lance, 

Made  Conradin  obeisance. 

Strong  toas  tho  stoish  of  his  charger's  tail, 
Beneath  tho  ring  of  gilded  mail. 

You  might  hoar  tho  croak  of  each  leathern  girth 
As  the  groat  beast  strained,  and  patued  tho  earth. 

‘  My  sire  u>as  tho  son  of  a  Norman  knight, 

‘Who  fought  u>ith  tho  groat  Count  in  cocry  fight, 
‘And  I  haoc  follotocd  the  toako  of  tho  raise 
‘With  the  keen  stoift  stoord  of  enterprise. 

‘  I  haoc  sailed  in  ships  from  tho  Western  Seas, 
‘And  climbed  the  pillars  of  Hercules, 
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1  Looking  out  as  far  as  man  may  look. 

£  I  bauo  read  King  Roger's  mighty  book* 

£  And  on  his  disc  of  silucr  traced 

I  All  the  weary  ways  my  feet  bauo  paced. 

I I  baue  rhymed,  I  haue  heard  philosophy 
*Hboro  the  bones  of  Aristotle  lie 

4  In  the  tomb  that  swings  between  earth  and  sky. 
4  I  bauo  fought  for  the  Cross  in  Palestine, 

4  I  haue  loued,  I  baue  drunk  the  Sicilian  wine ; 

*  I  baoo  trodden  Lybia's  wide  expanse, 

4  And  gazed  with  learned  Arabians 
1  Through  Palermo's  fretted  palace  bars 
1  At  the  milky  ways  and  drifts  of  stars ; 

1  How  nought  more  remains  to  do 

‘But  to  follow  my  trail  to  the  end  with  you; 

4  Oh  let  me  come  with  you !  old  am  I, 

6 1  bauc  lioed :  but  I  know  wben  it's  good  to  die.' 

‘  And  death  to  me,'  Conradin  cried, 

‘  Is  like  a  drink  at  the  mountain  side, 

4  Or  a  maiden's  kiss  to  catch  as  I  ride, 

4  Mo'll  on  together,  the  world  is  wido.' 

He  came  to  Bologna,  the  street  was  old, 

It  echoed  his  march,  the  bronze  bolls  tolled, 
The  wondering  people  thronged  to  behold 
The  sunlight  flash  on  his  locks  of  gold. 

His  green  plume  shone,  the  boy  was  fair, 

And  soft  to  the  touch  was  bis  glouo  of  uairo. 

6 


7 


A  scholar  stoppod  ir>to  thQ  marblQ  strQQt, 

Hoodod  in  rod  from  head  to  foot, 

And  spokQ  biro  xdqIcotoq  strangQ  ar>d  su)QQt. 

‘PrincQ,  as  you  rido,  Oh,  takQ  luitb  you 
1  This  ouroatb  of  Amaranth  and  ruQ, 

1  It  blooms  in  thQ  deatbloss  tombs  of  kings, 

‘  It  may  help  you  to  u>ard  off  Qt)il  things. 

‘  Your  unclQ  Enzio,  gallant  and  strong, 

‘Witty  in  oorsQ  and  stuQQt  of  song, 

‘  Hq  pQrishod  boro,  baoQ  a  car q,  a  carQ ! 

‘  Botrayod  by  a  lock  of  his  goldon  hair, 

‘ YqX  hQ  u>as  fair,  as  you  arQ  fair! 7 

Southward  still  by  grooQ  and  trQQ, 

By  paths  of  purplQ  anQmonQ, 

By  rocks  u>borQ  thQ  SoutbQrn  liliQS  climb, 

On  clouQr  and  porfumod  mountain  thymQ. 

OoQr  mossQS  and  uiolQts  untold, 

Through  orangQ  grouos  u>ith  their  lamps  of  gold, 
By  lQmon  and  almond  and  aspbodd 
ThQ  muffkd  trQad  of  his  horsQ  hoofs  fell. 

And  thQ  sounds  of  thQ  South  tboy  callQd  to  him, 
And  thQ  scQnts  that  cradlod  thQir  mQmoriQS  dim, 
SpurgQ  and  fonnol  and  anisQQd; 

ThQ  melody  of  thQ  goatbord’s  rood, 

ThQ  tinkling  bolls  of  thQ  mountain  kino 
Mid  torocks  of  polishod  trauortinQ, 


Ir>  dolls  tuhoro  unpont  waters  foam, 

Through  tho  brokon  aquoducts  of  Eomo, 

Wboro  on  lodges  of  hot  u>bito  rock  botu>Qon 
The  lizards  bask  id  blazing  groon, 

ADd  ho  felt  tho  tuondor  Sybillino. 

ThQD  suddon  liko  somo  mystery 
Of  grooo  aDd  fire  aDd  haunted  tree 
A  iDomaD  stood  there  musiDgly. 

ADd  they  cried, 4  A  u>itch ! 7  but  he  anstucred, *  Ho ! 
‘Sho’s  a  sibyl  agaiD  from  loDg  ago, 

‘She  u>ill  toll  mo  thiDgs  I  crauc  to  knotu ! 7 

© 

Through  tho  oraDgo  flotuors  aDd  leafage  dim, 
With  lips  CumoaD  sho  spoko  to  him, 

1  Look  iDto  my  oyos,  bohold,  I  stucar 
1  By  tho  silver  horD  that  suoiDgs  at  your  sido, 

1  By  tho  GoldoD  Circlet  you  ivcar  iD  your  prido, 
*By  your  plumo  of  grooD  aDd  your  goldoD  hair, 
*By  tho  touch  of  your  chocquorod  glove  of  vaire, 
‘That  you  shall  como  to  your  Kingdom  fair ! 7 

© 

*  When  shall  I  como  to  my  KiDgdom,  say! 

4  You  tvonderful  Sybil  that  light  my  tvay?’ 

‘  When  tho  lips  of  Hollas  do  loDgor  aro  muto, 

1  When  tho  justice  of  Romo  is  beyond  dispute, 

‘  When  faith  shall  lie  dou>n  liko  a  child  asleep, 
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*  And  honour  a  u)orld~u>idc  uigil  keep, 

‘  When  science  shall  guide  th  c  people's  toays 
‘  And  hQauty  bocoroQ  their  hymn  of  praisQ ! ' 

‘  Oh  then  may  I  ride  toith  a  heart  that  is  gay, 

‘For  Hollas  sings  to  me  all  the  u>ay, 

‘The  justice  of  Romo  is  mine  to  give, 

‘  And  faith  is  for  them  that  rightly  liue; 

1  And  as  for  honour,  u>ho  u>ould  foar, 

‘  Th<2  uigil  of  honour  is  alu>ays  here ; 

‘  And  u>hat  of  science?  That's  for  the  tuise 
‘Mho  touch  the  Sicilian  Paradise; 

‘Hhilo  beauty  stands  clear  to  all  mortal  eyes.* 

He  kncu>  no  guile  and  had  no  sin, 

And  on  to  the  South  rode  Conradin. 

But  wistfully,  doubtfully,  dimly  there  came 
Through  the  orange  grooc  u>ith  its  lamps  of  flame, 
Through  almond  and  olioc  and  asphodel 
The  after  sound  of  her  oracle. 

‘  My  child,  the  Sicilian  ParadisQ 
‘  Can  only  be  soon  by  the  ocry  u>iso, 

‘  Could  you  u>a ke  that  masterful  fairyland, 

‘Could  you  roach  the  South,  could  you  understand, 
‘Could  you  touch  the  magic  and  knou>  and  see, 

‘Ah,  u>hat  a  toorld  might  this  toorld  be! 


*  But  tb e  u)ay  of  truth  is  bard  ar>d  long, 

*  We  may  u>in  it  toitb  science,  or  u>in  it  u>itb  song; 

1 A  kiss,  or  a  touch  of  philosophy 

1  Hay  make  our  blind  eyes  dimly  sqq  ! 7 

Mhat  of  thQ  note  of  thQ  silver  born, 

Will  it  call  unccbocd,  far  forlorn, 

Or  u)ak<2D  the  slumber  of  some  ncu)  morn? 

Ever  as  young  Conradin  rode, 

By  his  saddle  bou)  a  sbadou)  strode, 

Out  of  the  dark  a nd  into  the  light, 

The  shadou)  that  sloops  nor  day  nor  night, 

Whose  silcnt~footed  movement  brings 
The  timeless,  shapeless,  nameless  things. 

‘They  have  u>ouon  a  mesh,  they  have  chanted  a  spell 
‘  That  centuries  may  not  untoll, 

*  Black  cou)ls,  brotvn  cou)ls,  priests  and  friars, 

<  Have  strctvn  your  path  avitb  thorns  and  briars, 

*  And  crosses  of  torture,  child  beu>arc! 

‘  They  have  sot  a  trap,  they  have  laid  a  snare/ 

What  of  the  circlet  of  gold,  shall  it  bind 
Alike  the  locks  and  the  restless  mind, 

And  ivbat  if  the  wind  of  life  bo  unkind? 

i 

As  Conradin  rode  a  dusky  hand 
Touched  his  bridle  and  bade  him  stand, 

And  an  Eastern  man  in  the  sun’s  eye, 
xz 


Holding  a  cup,  stood  splendidly. 

His  draperies  of  ample  u)bito, 

Wore  bound  roitb  a  bar  of  azuritc, 

And  bis  turban  glittered  xoitb  festoons 
Of  beryl  and  jade  and  groat  jargoons 
Tasslod  u>itb  gold  thread  fine  and  tbin, 

On  tbo  olioc  brotun  of  bis  polished  skin ; 

And  bo  looked  far  out  at  Conradin. 

While  from  tbo  speechless  deep  of  bis  eyes 
Woke  Oriental  mysteries, 

Still  standing  there  bo  lifted  up 
To  Conradin  bis  silocr  cup. 

‘'Tis  a  giftloss  gift/  they  cried,  ‘ob,  shrink 
‘  From  a  cup  that  is  poisoned  do  not  drink/ 
But  bis  faith  u>as  fearless  and  prevailed, 

Ho  took  tbo  cup,  bo  ncocr  quailed. 

‘  Conradin,  I  u)ould  not  poison  thee 
‘  With  tbo  siucct  tubitc  grape  of  Haluasio, 

‘Nay,  rather  kiss  thy  garment's  bom, 

‘As  once  long  since  in  Jerusalem 
‘  I  touched  thy  grandsirc's,  groat  tuas  bo 
‘  Among  earthly  kings,  so  may  you  bo ! 

‘They  say  that  tbo  empire  of  the  West 
‘  Lies  u)itb  him  in  bis  tomb  at  rest ; 

‘  They  say  that  tbo  empire  of  tbo  East 
‘Ceased,  mben  tbo  breath  of  bis  body  ceased. 
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*  Hq  satu  roboncQ  tbQ  Gospol  of  pity  caroQ, 

‘  And  tb<2  Gospol  of  Beauty  Qroblazons  bis  faroQ. 
‘  His  u>as  a  roigbty  tuork  bQgun, 

‘  For  tb<2  East  and  tbQ  WQSt  did  b  q  roakQ  o  r>Q ; 

‘A  roigbtiQr  u>ork  rQroains  to  do, 

‘  Would  tbat  it  might  b q  dor>Q  by  you ! 7 

Spake  Conradin,  ‘Thou  EastQrr)  roan, 

‘  Hay  tb<2  God  \ uq  honour  bolp  toq  through ! 

‘ 1  drink  to  tbQ  roork  tbat  b q  bQgan, 

‘ 1  drink  to  bixn  and  I  drink  to  you  7 

‘Allah  il  Allab  ridQ  and  b q  uusq, 

‘Thou  art  blQSSQd!’  said  Idq  of  tbQ  EastQrn  QyQS, 
‘  Hq  drank  from  tbis  Cup  in  bis  ParadisQ. 

‘ 1  sau)  biro  aslQQp  in  bis  sbroud  of  stonQ 
‘  In  tbQ  porphyry  torob  xobQTQ  bo  Hqs  alonQ, 

‘ A  cross  in  bis  bands  I  did  Qnfold, 

‘  And  I  laid  on  bis  broto  a  crQSCQnt  of  gold. 
‘TbQy  bauQ  risen  botb,  and  botb  shall  SQt, 

‘  Christ’s  cross  and  the  crQSCQnt  of  MaboroQt, 
‘And  tbQ  tuisdoro  and  oirtuQ  of  botb  shall  be 
‘As  tby  bQauty,  things  of  QtQrnity; 

‘  But  tbQ  KisroQt  of  boauty  goQS  u>itb  tbQQ.’ 

Hbat  of  tbQ  beauty  in  locks  of  gold, 

Or  goldQn  circlQts  about  tbQ  brou>, 

Or  a  siluQr  born  at  the  saddlQ  boro 
If  fatQ  bQ  fixQd  QrQ  tbQ  talQ  is  told! 
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Grim  thoughts  like  ghostly  shapQS  did  throng 
With  the  shadou)  at  his  sid<2  along, 

Thoy  did  point  and  grin  at  Conradin, 

To  his  joy  thoy  throbbed  an  undersong. 

Go  back,  go  back  to  the  kindly  North 
Whence  you  so  bravely  sallied  forth: 

She  is  neither  so  false,  nor  yQt  so  old, 

She  is  austere  and  SQlf  controlled: 

ThQ  Cactus  by  tb<2  Sicilian  Strand 
Puts  forth  a  minatory  hand, 

There  arc  things  you  do  not  understand. 

The  Kingdom  you  seek,  the  Paradise, 

In  the  far  distant  future  lies, 

Go  back  to  the  hearth  and  the  northern  homo, 
And  tuait,  for  your  Kingdom  shall  surely  come. 

Conradin  ansivered  the  thoughts  that  flciv 
Like  fireflies  in  a  moon  of  blue : 

‘ 1  knotv  not  if  the  things  bo  true, 

*  Or  if  the  things  you  toll  bo  lies, 

‘But  beautiful  things  tucrc  made  for  the  tvisc, 
‘And  I  seek  the  Sicilian  Paradise V 

But  still  the  shadotv  hold  its  ivay 
Along  ivith  him  by  night  and  day. 

And  as  it  hold  along  it  clove 

To  a  hundred  others,  around,  above, 
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Mooing  fitfully,  moc  king,  grim, 

And  QVQry  sbadoto  u)bispQrod  him: — 

‘ Your  grandsiro  diod  u>itb  bis  facQ  to  tbQ  toall, 
‘  Ho  let  bis  royal  scQptrQ  fall, 

‘  And  DantQ  sau)  him  burning  in  HqII, 

‘In  tb<2  lou)QSt  pit  u>itb  tbQ  infidol. 

‘  Hq  di Qd  unsbrioon  8£  unanolod, 

‘TbQ  Church's  cursQ  bis  QyQlids  SQalod, 

‘For  tbQ  Dooil  drou>  him  in  at  Holl's  gate 
‘Porisbing  QxcommunicatQ, 

‘And  you  shall  bQ  as  bQ  bas  bQQn  I 
‘TbQ  Church  bas  cursQdtbQ  GbibollinQ.' 

‘  If  I  may  bQ  as  bQ  bas  bQQn, — 

‘Tbo  philosophor  King  mbosQ  QyQS  baoo  SQQn 
‘TbQ  roisdom  tbat  should  guido  men's  u>ays, 
‘TbQn  boro's  to  God  my  hymn  of  praisQ. 

‘My  grandsiro  diod  QrQ  bQ  rQacbQd  bis  primQ, 
‘Tu>o  hundred  yQars  beforo  bis  timQ. 

‘  My  grandsiro's  dooms  xdqvq  finQr  far 
‘Than  all  your  cruol  CburcbQS  arQ, 

‘For  tbQ  gentlo  Christ  you  prQacb  as  truQ 
‘  Hath  little  or  naught  in  common  with  you : 

‘  My  grandsirQ  sau)  thoro  wqtq  grQatQr  things, 
‘And  bQ  u>as  groat  among  earthly  Kings. 

‘  Cbe  cursQS  of  your  PopQ  Innocent 
‘Shall  mean  to  mQ  tub  at  to  him  they  meant: 

‘  Mb  at  toero  they  to  him;  u>bat  arQ  tboy  to  mQ, 
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*Cb e  decretals  of  your  Pope  Gregory. 

4  Hy  grandsirQ  toas  braoQ  as  be  toas  toise, 

4  And  be  sato  tbe  Sicilian  Paradise  P 

And  as  bQ  musod,  bis  soul  afire 
Witb  earnest  of  bis  deep  desirQ 
Cbere  met  bim  a  grey  Franciscan  friar, 

4  Go  to,  toould  you  make  tbe  Cburcb  a  mock? 
4 You  u>bo  come  of  tbe  serpent  stock, 

*  Wbo  baoe  sucked  tbe  poison  of  Eastern  men 
4Gbe  Infidel  88  tbe  Saracen, 

1  Hard  Roman  88  unballotoed  Greek,— 

4  Atoay !  your  quest  is  far  to  seek — 

‘And  as  you  seek  so  shall  you  find, 

4  For  life  to  those  without  fkitb  is  blind  P 

*© 

Life  toitbout  faith,  to  some  is  full 
Of  a  larger  faith  more  masterful, 

Co  them  as  of  old  to  Conradin 
It  mooes  u>itb  neither  guile  nor  sin. 

Co  them  it  is  good  from  first  to  last, 

Cbey  see  tbe  future  still  in  tbe  past; 

Still  Haocos  stretebos  a  welcoming  band 
Cbrougb  tbe  sea  of  blue  88  tbe  golden  sand, 
And  there  rises  in  sunlight  88  strength  agon, 
Apollo,  leader  and  lord  of  men, 

As  be  sailed  from  Corinth  across  tbe  sea 
Bringing  Hellas  to  Sicily, 
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Co  tb cm  ffon)  afar  Pbilistis  smiles 
Her  silver  dream  through  the  centuries, 

ChQ  look  that  beckons,  warns,  beguiles, 
Reserved,  compassionately  wise, 

And  the  tremulous  veil  still  kisses  her  cheek 
With  the  strong  8£  tender  touch  of  the  Greek. 
Arothusa  the  nymph  is  there  as  of  old 
Life  giving,  song  giving,  clear  cold, 

She  watered  the  lips  of  the  weary  crews 
Chat  came  to  the  sorrou)  of  Syracuse 
Chanting  the  verso  of  Euripides 
As  they  pined  to  return  to  the  Attic  seas. 

Giver  of  song  so  men  avow 

She  cooled  blind  Homer's  lips  8E  brow, 

Giver  of  strength  so  men  aver, 

And  Nelson's  seamen  drank  of  her. 

Shadows,  shadows,  tvby  do  they  crau>l 
Like  firolit  phantoms  across  the  u)all 
Or  mutes  that  move  at  a  funeral. 

Conradin  rode  to  the  walls  of  Romo, 

And  he  wound  his  silver  horn  at  the  Dome, 
Whore  a  thousand  priests  were  chanting  within 
Christian  curses  for  Conradin. 

But  the  sound  of  his  horn  was  clear  as  a  star, 

It  pierced  the  anathemas  from  afar, 

And  its  silvery  note  a  tremor  sent 
Chrough  the  icy  heart  of  Pope  Innocent. 
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A  priest  peered  forth  from  the  Appiar>  tuay 
Among  filler)  stores  tDormiuood  grey, 
Crossed  himself  ar>d  hurried  au>ay. 

Our  life  is  full  of  joy  ar>d  hope, 

But  there’s  a  pouter  behind  the  Pope, 

A  greater  pou>cr  that  looms  behind, 

Che  pouter  that  stuays  the  human  mind, 

Chat  has  buried  the  past,  and  left  us  blind; 
Black  cou>ls,  brown  cotuls,— all  who  striue 
Co  keep  grey  ignorance  alioe. 

Mhat  of  the  beauty  of  golden  hair? 

And  u)hat  of  a  checquered  glooc  of  uairo? 

Mill  the  flash  of  a  fine  green  plume  dcprioe 
Chis  toorld  of  the  sorrow  it  u>cll  tuould  spare, 
If  wq  keep  grey  ignorance  aliue? 

Co  Bcneocnto  came  Conradin, 

Mith  u>reathes  and  flou>ers  they  dreu>  him  in, 
Like  a  fresh  wild  tuood  song  u>as  the  sheen 
Of  the  Southern  sun  on  his  plume  of  green. 

But  an  old  hag  screamed  as  he  rode  along; — 

4  Your  uncle  Manfred,  wi se  and  strong, 

4 Mas  murdered  here,  alack,  alack! 

4  And  his  beautiful  body  all  bruised  and  black, 
4  Stripped  and  stark,  neath  a  noisome  sack, 
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‘  Was  bau>kQd  for  salQ  od  at)  ass’s  back, 

‘TbQrQ’s  t>o  tuay  through  for  such  as  you, 

Go  back,  my  beautiful  boy,  go  back!* 

‘CberQ’s  DQUQr  a  goit)g  back  for  idq 
‘From  thQ  South  that  holds  my  dQStrny. 

‘Go  tho  South  I  go  to  sqq  with  thQSQ  QyQS 
‘ChQ  porphyry  tomb  tuborQ  my  graDdsiro  liQS, 

‘  Ir>  his  robQ  of  cufic  broidQriQS. 

‘  Chore  tuhoro  tho  talo  of  mankind  is  told 
‘UpoD  trnlls  that  shir>Q  tuitb  QDcrustQd  gold; 

‘  At)d  Christ  tho  ir)fir)itQly  strong, 

‘From  apsQS  that  glittor  at  QUQt)Sor>g 
‘With  QDamQllod  light  ar>d  aDgQls’  toir>gs, 

‘Giuos  tho  crou >d  to  tho  Normal)  Kit)gs. 

‘My  graDdsiro’s  croum  is  mit)Q  to  ou>r>, 

‘Wq  hold  our  croum  from  Christ  aloDQ!’ 

‘From  Christ  alor)Q  shall  you  hold  your  croum; 
‘Go  South,  but  tuatcb  as  tho  sud  goos  doum!’ 

ChQ  plait)  of  GraDdolla  u)b qd  day  grou >s  latQ 
Is  chQQrloss,  u)ild  at)d  dosolatQ; 

Ero  yot  tho  sirocco  has  chillod  it  through, 

ChQ  iris  stabs  it  tuitb  spoars  of  bluQ, 

At)d  u)hot)  thQ  sud  strikos  hot  o’Qr  hoad 
ChQ  scarlot  aDQmoDQ  shiDQS  blood  rod; 

ChQ  plaiD  of  GraDdolla  is  cold  aDd  brou>D 
Of  aD  QUQDiDg  aftQr  the  sud  gOQS  doum. 


A  goatbQrd  stood  ir>  tbQ  midst  of  bis  fold, 

Stood  likQ  soidq  fir>Q  sbapQ  cbislod  of  old, 

Hq  urns  proud  luitb  tbQ  pridQ  tbat  aloDQ  is  gi uqd 
Co  tbosQ  u)bo  lioe  ur>dQr  tbQ  opQD  bQauQD, 

Soidq  fair  GrQQk  God  may  bap,  agQD 
iDcarnatQ  amoDg  simplQ  idqd. 

Hq  toucbQd  bis  goats  u>itb  tQDdQrnoss, 

Eacb  bad  a  noisolQSS  soft  caross ; 

For  sbopbQrds  Iouq  loDg  silQDCQS. 

Hq  turr>Qd  as  Cor>radm  camQ  tbat  tuay, 

And  gauQ  birr)  ‘BQDQdicQtQ!* 

Ob!  you  ti>bo  lit)Q  uDdQr  tbQ  opQD  sky 

as  yo:ndQr  tuood  alit)Q,  or  u)by 

‘Do  tbQ  sbadouis  clustQr  tbcrQ  so  grQy?? 

Said  bQ,  ‘StraDgQ  borsQiDQn  ridQ  tbat  u)ay/ 

Slouily  tbQ  sbepbQrd  bQgaD  to  pqqI 

Hitb  bis  clasp-knifQ  bits  of  tbQ  QOQr)ir>g  roQal. 

Eacb  arobQr  goat  u>itb  silkQn  bair, 

Got  its  polisbod  slicQ  of  prickly  poar, 

Ar)d  as  tboy  t>mzz1qA  and.  turnQd  atuay, 

SpakQ  to  him  ar>d  Qacb  otbor,  as  u)bo  should  say, 
Mq’vq  do  coDCQrn  tuitb  tbQ  battlQS  of  KiDgs, 

But  u>itb  bumaD,  u>itb  gQDtlQ,  QtQrDal  tbiDgs. 

‘Your  QyQS  arc  kQQDQr  tbaD  otbQr’s  QyQS, 

‘Wbat  of  tbQ  Digbt,  ob  u)QatbQru)isQ?, 
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H q  ansu>QrQd,  ‘Sir,  His  a  changing;  moor), 

1  Ar>d  tbQ  QUQning  shadows  comQ  too  soon.' 

*  Shadows  ar>d  clouds  bauQ  I  loft  in  tbQ  North, 
Say!  mbat  tuill  to~morrou)’s  sur>  bring  forth l9 

Hq  ansu)QrQd  simply, 4  Sir,  tubo  knoius! 

1  'Gis  cold  borQ  uibon  tbQ  sirocco  blou )s, 

‘CbQ  sirocco  blou)S  from  tbQ  South,  adiou; 

1  And  may  tbQ  South  prouQ  kind  to  you!* 

Hq  turappod  bis  sbau>l  about  bis  boad, 

Ar>d  bQckoDQd  bis  ambor  flock  to  bQd. 

Or>  tbQ  plain  of  Grandolla  tbQ  chilling  moon 
Has  sbarpQnod  tbQ  sbadou>s  all  too  soon: 

*Tis  not  tbQ  iris  that  stabs  it  through, 

But  brokQn  spoars  of  cruQl  blue, 

*Cis  not  tbQ  anQmonQ  burns  it  rod, 

But  tbQ  scarlQt  blood  of  tbQ  siknt  dQad, 

WbilQ  both  alikQ  grou>  black  and  thin 
As  tbQ  palQ  mbitQ  ghosts  unsbadotUQd,  flit 
Dolorously  ouor  it, 

Silently  mooing  out  and  in : 

And  still  to  tbQ  South  goQS  Conradin. 

Co  tbQ  South  but  u>itb  noitbQr  stuord  nor  sbiQld 
CiQd  and  bound  from  tbQ  stricken  fiold, 

While  on  tbQ  plain  of  GrandQlla  lies 
Lost,  bis  Sicilian  ParadisQ. 


It  is  git)Q n  to  mon  to  propbQsy 

Chat  tbQ  good  shall  prQuail  and  tbQ  Quil  di<2 : 

Y<2t  lost  our  drQams  shall  bat)Q  no  auail, 

Lost  tbQ  bopQ  u)Q  bat)Q  for  mankind  shall  fail, 

CbQ  good  must  diQ  and  tbQ  ill  prQuail 
ErQ  tbQ  su>QQt  nQu>  life  bQ  usbQrQd  in : 

And  thus  it  u>as  uwtb  Conradin. 

Cbcy  bat)Q  troddQn  bis  plumQ  of  grQQn  in  tbQ  mud, 
And  bis  goldQn  locks  arQ  stainQd  tuitb  blood, 

His  silt)Qr  born  bauQ  tboy  flung  aiuay, 

Find  it,  find  it,  yQ  u>bo  may! 

His  goldQn  circlQt  tboy’uQ  mQltQd  dou>n, 

Obey  madQ  him  a  ballad  instQad  of  a  Croum, 

Hq  criQd  as  tboy  tiQd  him  to  the  trQQ, 

6  Hou)  bad  my  motbor  griQUQd  for  mo 
‘Had  sbQ  lioQd  this  lucklQSS  day  to  sqq  V 

Tbon  bis  cbQcquQrQd  glouc  of  uairQ  bQ  tbrQU) 

Into  tbQ  throng;  ‘ 1  git)Q  it  to  you — 

‘To  such  as  can  bold  it  bQ  this  gaugQ, 

‘  To  thorn  I  bQquQatbQ  my  boritagQ ! 9 

But  yQt  mon  say  that  bQ  u>as  u>isQ, 

That  bQ  sau>  tbQ  Sicilian  ParadisQ, 

That  tbQy  sIqu)  him  nQt)Qr  at  all,  82  some 
DQclarQ  that  bis  Kingdom  is  yQt  to  comQ. 
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Mon  say  that  tb<2  sound  of  his  siluor  horn 
Can  bo  rightly  hoard  but  by  tboso  onco  bom: 

Hon  say  that  tho  light  on  his  plumo  of  groon 
Can  nouor  u>hor<2  misory  bidos,  bo  soon: 

That  his  circlot  of  gold  shall  croiun  mankind, 
Wbon  th<2  tuorld  shall  mouo  to  ono  conscious  mind, 
That  tb<2  gaugQ  of  his  chocquorod  glouo  of  uairo 
Must  bo  taken  up  by  men  olsoiuborQ 
Who  aro  full  of  pity,  and  u>is<2,  and  fair. 

For  him  thoro  tuas  noithor  guilo  nor  sin: 

And  this  is  th<2  ballad  of  Conradin. 
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